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THE METEORIC ADVENTURES OF COME-O- N CHARLEY sS:
(CoprrWit. 1515.)

R. TEETERS took the letterM from the bellboy, closed the
door, and wheeled around to

Mr. Carter.
"It's a special delivery for you,

Comt-On,- " he stated, and walked
Mowly over to him.

Mr. Carter was lounging in an casy-:ba- ir

by the window of his sitting-"oo- m

the Hotel Rirebicn. Mr. Jo-iep- h

Link, cham-lio- n

of the squared circle, was seated
'acing him.

"Who is it from. Skeetcrs?" asked
Mr. Carter.

"I........ ii i.-- t eninni"- " be " "- --
A est Thirty-secon- d street!

At this Mr. Link, who was Irish.
trunted in derision and remarked: I

raiui, inuc. d,i i...b..r.. .."
I1C WUUK 3l. VUU 1V1IU ."v- - u.n
nal Charley?"

"Von can search me," invited Mr.
garter. "What does hc want, Percy?
lead it."

Mr. Teeters sat down and opened i

he letter.
"Ha!" he sniggered as lie spread

lut Mr. Hogg's epistle on his knee.!
Ha! See who's here! Little 'Liza Ann j

las took her pen in hand. Yeh, II
:new it! It's signed 'Jonas Hogg, per

. A.' That stands for 'Liza Ann,
lon't it?"

"Read the letter first, Percy. Get
)usy!" Mr. Carter crisp-- y.

So Mr. Teeters began hurriedly.

'My Hear Sir: I am alone in a strange
c't. and confined ti my room with val-

vular heart trouble. Hardship in the Far
Jast hiousht it on. ni'd wonv has arcel-rate- d

the progress of the disease. Right
e let me say it is not financial worry

aat allliets me. for I have with me in
ns room, in hand resell, the. equivalent
f one hundred thousand dollars. It is

jie care of th.s j.roperty which Is caus-- 1

me sleepless nishls and is aggravating
ny disease.
"In my extremity I have derided to turn

:o nu for assistance. I du this Iieeauso I
e!icw you and your astute asMH-iate-

. Mr. j

'erciva! Teeters, to be honest, rename
nd lesoureeful men. I have read about

;'U in the papers, and the way you hand-
led tlut Kane of swindler in the Titian
(ai.e-t- he of the Loggia' picture
ronvn-'e- nu- that my lleas could Le sal'e-- y

.ntrustcd to jour keeping."

"His what?" queried Mr. Link, put-;in- g

his hand to his right ear as if in
doubt of that particular organ's ac-

curacy.
Mr.Tcctcrs went back and read the

ivord again.
"HU fleas ."

"Go on, Skeetcrs," enjoined Char-le- v.

"Wants to gic us fleas. What
'or'"

Mr. Teeters reached down and
scratched a purely imaginary bite on
sis scraggy shank as hc went on:

"The'e fleas constitute the property
to. I have, in short, a fortune in

leas. I will not attempt particulars in the
aricf confines of a letter, but will direct

r attention to the attaehed clipping
?rim the Evening Scream of recent
late."

Mr. Link interjected a skeptical
grunt here, but Mr. Tcctcrs continued
evenly:

"To sum the matter up In a word. I

.m in danger of losinjr my fleas. In a
Jew days that danger will have passed.
If you will come to me on receipt of
tin- - and take charge of my fleas for
:h- - period mentioned. I will compensate
you liberally, and jou will be doinpr a
kindness to one who is hovering; on the
5nnk of the slave."

"Oh, I say, Joe!" exclaimed Charley.
'M'oor chap! In bad. What?'

Mr. Link's compassion, however,
was not so easily evoked.

"Read the newspaper clipping. Pcr-rii'u- l,

mc lad," hc requested Mr. Tee-

ters.
"Wait here's a tag at thc bottom

of thc letter," spoke up thc secre-
tary.

"I am his nurse. If you come. pleae
be carcful and do nothing to excite
him. It might prove fatal. I- -. A."

"You scc;" said Charley to Mr.
Link.

"Give us the Scream stuff," insist-
ed the fighting man obdurately.

Mr. Teeters complied, and any one
who will take thc trouble to refer
to thc files of the Evening Scream
for the current year will find the news
item precisely as it is here set forth:

Chicapo. Oct. 2 George Porkinsrton,
the eminent packer, is said today, on
the auilnr.iti m A'tml ISonwit t the
Chieago Academy of Natural Science,
to have paid $5,000 for a specimen of
a rare variety of flea one of the kind
which is occasionally found in the
skin of the sea otter. The flea will be
added to Mr. Porkingrton's famous en-
tomological collection.

"Gollamighty!" squealed Mr. Tee-
ters, throwing aside thc letter.

"Come down before ou fall!" Mr.
Link admonished the soaring secre-
tary.

Then he turned to Mr. Carter.
"What do you think of it?" he

asked.
"Don't know," said Charley.

"What do you think?"
' Well," returned thc pugilist with

ponderous deliberation, "I've not had
much of an opinion of fleas up to
now; but it you can show me one
that's worth five thousand jingles, I'll
let it choose its own place to eat me,
and I'll take off my hat while it's
doing it.""

Charley looked thoughtful.
"Sounds straight," he said. "Only

there's the woman."
"What of it?" inquired Mr. Link,

unable to discover the connection.
"Why," argued the secretary, "she's

a trained nurse! Get that?' And a
church steeple is as crooked as a pig's
tail alongside those blue-gingha-

sisters. They'd make a ramrod look
like a string of Z's."

Is that so? Mr. Link laid a stress
on the pronoun which was intended
to carry a doubt of so sweeping an
assertion.

"Yes, that's so!" affirmed Mr. Tee-
ters belligercntlv. "And besides
there's the fleas!"

Charley bestowed a quizzical glance
on thc master of the gloves.

"Sure, Joe. There's the fleas."
"Les go sec this Itchy-Ik- e, Come-On,- "

implored Mr. Teeters. "He's
a dying man, he says on the way to
Croakville. We ought to hejp him
check his trunk."

"By George!" said Charley. "Guess
yourerigni. u tne car

air. icciers crossed to me tec-- ,
phone and called up the garage. The,

...."" .. iuuiiurv.. " ;
he had burst upon the as lLMIV
eyes of Broadway a few weeks backi
was now a thing to jest aiiom a
memory oniy. ror .yr. Carter ..u
become thc owner ot ybig sixty
whose hue would pale a ripe tomato i

into dim obscurity. i

J nerc was a knocK at tne aoor anu
he about and it.

I
swung . opened. . ;

A stout man stood m the doorway.
bowing apologetically. His face. was
smooth and well featured, and his, ..Wc , to be carcful Come-O- rclothes could have been worn byaj,ou. wc bpj tnc c,atter wj,b tj
udiiKcr wuii rrcun to I1IHI5C.I .inu
tailor.

I beg parnon. said tlrs gentle- -

man pleasantly. My name is Her-- ,
hert V.ickcls.- -

lie advanced a little into the room.
and. looked inquiringly at the prize.
fighter. Charlcv made the introduc
tion.

"Mr. Link," said hc, with a wave'
of the hand. "Have a chair."

Mr. Xuckcls came still farther.
forward and helped himself to a seat
I lis eyes lingered for a bare instant
on the letter which Mr. Tetters had
thrown on thc center table.

"I took the liberty of copiing up
unannounced." hc apprised Mr. Car-
ter. "My errand has to go with a let-
ter a special delivery, from Mr.
Jonas Hogg." 1

Charley and Mr. Link involuntarily
glanced at thc letter. Mr. Tcctcrs i

was staring open mouthed at the
speaker.

"Oh, you have received it. I sec,"
went on Mr. Xuckcls blandly. "I
thought I had allowed it time enough
to get to vou."

"I sav," said Charlcv, "talk ttirkcv.
Busy."

I II detai you only a moment.
Mr. Xuckcls assured him. Hogg
wrote to vou about the fleas, of
course. I chanced to be in the
Espanola's office when he sent the
letter down, and saw the address.
That's how I'm here. I would like
to know what Hogg's proposition

At this Mr. Link broke his silence. '

Hc leaned forward and addressed Mr.-- ,

Xuckcls with a consideration quite
foreign to his usual manner.

"Maybe you won't mind telling us,
coloncL where you come in on this
flea layout? You'll allow it'rs only a
fair question, seeing as wc haven't
met you much before today. Is Hogg
a friend of yours?"

"Friend?" Mr. Xuckcls expelled
thc word from his interior with bit-
ter sarcasm. "Friend? He's a trai
tor, sir! He's trying to do mc out of
my interest in those fleas!"

"By George!" said Charley.
Mr. Xuckcls made a deprecating

movement with his hand.
"Oh, he's not a crook, Hogg isn't,"

be demurred. "I spoke too hastily,
perhaps. He'll play straight cnoug'h
with you. Rut he's cutting, up with
mc. I staked him to his trin to Suez
and down thc Red Sea, where hc got
thc fleas. Cost mc $5,000; and now
he claims I'm only due a third inter-
est. Hc says he's ruined his health,
and shortened his life, and is entitled
to more than mc."

"Got any papers to show?" de-
manded Charley.

"Unfortunately, no. It's mv word
against his."

"Ha!.", interposed Mr. Teeters." e ain't seen him yet."
Mr. Carter igrwrcd this interrup-

tion.
'The fleas. What about them?.All

nchtr" he inquired of Mr. Xuckcls., , ."Tl, 1'. r- - x.hi. . .ir. .uckcis voice
took on a note ot fervor. "They are
wonderful! The rarest specimens in
thc world. Xothing like them in anv
ol tiie collections. Why, sir, thev
arc priceless!

Charley got up. and stepping to
thc table took from it Mr. Hogg's
letter. He ran his eve over it. Mr.
Link and Mr. Teeters watched him
closely. Kc was acting curiously, it
seemed to them.

"Hogg says he's got lung trouble.
Hemorrhages," Charley mentioned
casually.

"What? Hc says that?" Mr. Xuclf-el-s'

surprise was manifest.
"Why," hc scoffed. "Hogg must

be crazy to tell you that! His lungs
arc good as mine, lie has heart
disease alvular enlargement. And
that' .1.. ...:..l.:.r -- f :.. 1n.t imisiiiili 01 - nis nurse
won't let mc talk with him. She savs
any iolcnt emotion will kill him.
I'm up a stump. Can't move one way
or thc other, and I want your help."

Charley held out his hand.
"Shake!" he said. "You're straight.

Here's Hogg's proposition."
Hc offered Mr. Xuckcls the letter

and grinned at Mr. Link, who chuck-
led his appreciation of the bit of
strategy.

"It is as I thought," Xuckcls ob-
served. "Jonas has thc idea that I'm
trying to get his fleas away from
him. He's wrong. I only want a
square deal."

"Fair," said Charley.
"Are you going to sCC him?" ques-

tioned Mr. Xuckcls.
"Sure," said Charley. "Right away.
"Are you going to keep thc fleas

for him?"
Can't say," answered Charley. "De-

pends."
Mr. Xuckcls frowned to himself. in

Then hc said, speaking earnestly:
"Jonas is dickering with some-

body, buf I can't find out who. He'H
want the fleas back when he's ready
to close the deal. Let me know when
that is and I'll maker it worth your
while something handsome, sir.
What do you say?"

Charley pondered this for a mo-
ment.

"Come around tomorrow," he re-
plied. "Same time. Talk it over."

Hc turned abruptly and walked in-

to the next room. Mr. Xuckcls
seemed somewhat taken aback at this
unceremonious dismissal. He coughed
and looked at Mr. Teeters. Thatvin-dividu- al

was staring blankly after

THE RED SEA

il

Charley. Mr. Xuckcls looked at Mr.
L;nk a)d raiscd his b A d
he WMt out carryinK hilnself whh
tlic mien of a man who is farina v11

as far as he can spy out the road
before ,,;, whcn hc rcachcd thc
street he Inlrricd to a teiegrap of.
ncc aim sc, ff niessa?p. Then
hc lightcd a ci and strcd , h.
urciy down uroaciway

Charlev ami Mr Tv..., found
lheir ton-coa- ts comfortable is ti,,
bowicd S0UtIlward from thc Rire- -
!,;

Kink were going to see, observed
r TVetrrs "v i t -- ., k- -

le's riIning a bunl pun,p under his
sati., Thc nurse says -

croak h;m
;,' we get his goat."

vi!Pn .1- ,- j,.,,. t,r ...
Hotel Espanola Mr. Teeters uttered
an expression ot disgust.

kif
I 1 1

, 1

liiJ I

"What sort of a coop is this?" he
jeered.

Charley and Mr. Tcctcrs went up
thc sandstone steps and into the of-
fice of this dubious house of enter
tainment. A cry fat woman with
a sallow skin, oily black hair, and
much powder on her nose, hoistcTl
herself from a rocking chair and
waddled forward to meet them.

"Good afternoon, gentlemen. Is
there one 'crc you would wish to
see?"

"Jonas Hogg," replicl Charley.
"Got a letter from him. Asked us to
call."

"Ah, yes! Mr. 'Ogg! Thc nurse
'avc tell me he is attending you. Mr.
Carter, is it not?"

"Yes," said Charley briefly.
"Come with mc, if you please," the

other begged him, and lumbered out
into the hall.

Je wreck

The

lifted
chief

by a girl in apron comely
.!, stenned nut into-.. ....- -

the passage pulled the door
behind her. She scanned them cnti- -

cally moment before giving themj
welcome,

"Mr. Carter? Mr. Tcctcrs?" she
then inquired.

Charley smiled at her. A pretty
woman him.

"Yes," he answered. "Came as
quiclc as wc could."

Thc girl smiled back him.
"I saw the machine and thought

might be you. I Miss Amory.
Please be careful not to excite

She turned the knob and
them into the-roo-

"The gentlemen
Mr. Hogg," the nurse announced

thc guarded tones of the sick
chamber.

Thc invalid was reclining in a
steam chair over which a rug had
been A table stood near,
and a box oak
which looked like a humidor for 50's
and, in was one.

"Good! Good!" Mr. Hogg cried
out-i-n a husky voice. "I'm you
came. I'm a devil of a fix, as you

He was a short, square
mn, with a deep chest, and long
arms with hairy hands that hung
down like an

All this time he had been sizing
up the young men with a pair of lit-

tle, yellowish eyes. Now held out
his to Charley.

"Know you both-,- , by reputation,"
he remarked. "Everybody does.
seated. Miss Amory! The digitalis!
She's skipping again!"

Hc put his .palms to his chest and
rolled his eyes. Thc nurse ran to
thc bureau and dropped something
from a bottle into a medicine glass.

Miss Amory held the glass to thc suf-

ferer's nnil he swallowed the dose.
It seemed to have a miraculous effect,
for almost he brightened up.

Charley looked aiound. and spying
chair at the table sat down on It. There
was a under the table, and j

he pushed it a little his feet to get
it out of the way. Mr. Teeters deposited
himself on a sofa by the wall.

"Hcie are thc llcas," said Mr. Hogg,
tapping the oaken box on the table. "In
this humidor. Miss Amory. a straight
chair, please."

The nurse fetched one from corner,
and he wes about to seat himself when
some one knocked on the door.

"See who It is," he commanded.

"I gave you blue fleas-blue- !"

The qirl opened the door and disclosed
hoy a telegtam.

"Ah"' ejaculated Mr. Hogg. "Perhaps
it's fiom I'orkinslon's man In Chicago.
Brim; it to me. Quick!"

He danced at the dispatch smiled
hroadl).
"I'e sold 'em!" he exulted.
"Oh. I'm so glad!" murmured Miss Am

It Ls better for you than medicine."
She dropped on the sofa by Mr. Teeters.

"Will le nim on Thursday lit Mr.
l'oikinston ait!i'int Murine ff All the fls at
nur prut.- -. r.e U..ndrcd and thousand dollar.

"STEIMIK.V I.AWLEU."

Tty George!" said Charley. "Want to
those fleas."

"The ten thousand is for you. sir," Mr.
I

Hogg told him. "I had it In view when j
T mmla tl,A dnnltn r.J onmn. nnA ll'alt
Waif....... I'll.. com. n ut v.o n.ii AAict.iiii tlldl. iiv tiuuu, stvuii,
Charley s amazement.

He sat down and drew the box to him.
Charley edged closer to thc table. His j I

feet again, and he j a
pushed it gently until It stood half clen

i" " Ji(.tx;i iiLUiji ii as n iiiuiin xjv Licati,
n lilt a 'ng paper, and Trawling around
on ti1P bottom were thc fleas.

rh:irIey a crj.
-- why I say they're blue!"

i,r. Teeters sprang from the sofa
and came over them. His mustacho
wiggled and his pale eyes goggled as
pecrei at the insects. One of them
junuijS.

"Leaping Lazarus!" the sec-
retary. "If a dog had 'em he'd lose his
mind!"

Another flea Jumped, and then another.
"Lively as crickets!" said Mr. Hogg

proudly. "Twenty of 'em. Fifty-liv- e hun-
dred apiece. Some fleas, eh? And I
brought them all the way from Suakin!
A bit of beef plenty of moisture
is all they need salt water. Caught 'em
in the Red Sea."

said Charley to Mr. Hogg.
"Never heard of a blue flea before." He
was intently watching the little animals.

"Of course you haven't." rejoined the
Invalid. "And no one else till I caught 'em

except a sailor who found one a
dupong and told me about It. He's dead
now the sailor chap."

"Doo-jong?- " put In Mr. Teeters from
the sofa. "What's that? Anything like a
dinner-gong?- "

dugong," Mr. Hogg pa-
tiently, "is a sea cow. They live the
Red Sea and come up on the shore to eat
thn grass.

They have bunch of hair under the
flippers, and there's where you find the
ftcas-- If lucky. They're mighty
scarce. I had kill hundred and seven-

ty-three cows t get the fleas in that
box. And It pretty near killed me. Ow!
She's skipping again. Miss Amor'- - The
digitalis!"

While the nurse was succor,

At thc foot of a flight of stairs she! of the table, on the side away from the
breathing and

sce I am?" cont nuedthem. ,"Yo"a sausage-lik- e finger up !, HKR- - Chasing these fleas did IL
front room,. .Number 4, she But nave a Iook at them befor,, 1 Ru

panted. I on." t
Mr. Tcctcrs trailed in silence after He turned the key in the box and

his to Xtimbcr 4. Mr. Carter the lid. A wire-gauz- e screen In a wooden
tanned on the door. It was oncned to fitted into the box like a

cap and a
',...,.. ...-,- .,. - -
i
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FLEAS

lillSPK, 190wMttIaM' B 4
lifti

jr-zrz-?

stcrtorouslv,

Charley let his eyes stray about the room.
At length they idly rested on the waste-bask-

at his side. And then, as he
looked, an old light crept Into them.
I'ribcntly he took his handkerchief from
his pocket. It slipped through l.is finger.'
-- lid fell to the floor, and he down
from his chair to recovc. ,1 When he
I.cu accomplished this the liaidkcicliiet

!.. wadded up in is hand a ball.
1't. dabbed his forcchad wltr it for the
room was warni and returns I it ti his
pocket.

"It'll get me yet," gasped Mr. Hogs
with an air of resignation. "But I've
made my name! Hogg's Fleas will wake
'em up when my deal with I'orklngton is
known. He's buying them all to keep
them out of other collections. See the
point?"

Charley grinned at him. meanwhile
working the basket back under the table,
.very boftly and very slowly, with his
feet.

"Sure." he responded. "Cornered the
flea market." He pulled out his watch
and he glanced at the time. "Gee! Half
past one! Got to leave. Engagement.

"Hold on'" cried Mr. Hogg. "Ain't you
going to take care of my fleas for me
I was coming to that.

"Oh!" said Charley. "Thought you'd
forgotten It. Go ahead."

There was a subtle chance in his atti-
tude toward the afflicted man.

"It's like this." pursued Mr. Hosg. "A
chap named Nuckels is trying to rob me
of my fleas. He's made two attempts, and
he'll try again. It's a business trouble
between us. and he'd do me if I'd let
him. I came to this counfounded dog ken-
nel to hide from him. but he tracked me.
He's got me worked up to such a pitch.
blast him. that I can't sleep! I I"

"Mr. Hogg!" warned tho nurse.
He swallowed once or twice and put

his hand to his heart.
Began to skip, but It stopped."xie

Vouchsaieci und went on more calmly.
iu kci uuwn io uusiuess. i waul yuu iu

keep my fleas for me, Mr. Carter. And
don't want any one to see them not
soul. I'ut them in the safe at your

hotel; and on Thursday, at nine-thir- ty

bring them to mc. Will you do It
Charley hesitated. He appeared, to be

considering the matter.
"But I'll pay you like a prince! Ten

thousand dollars! By heavens, sir, you
can't turn it down!"

Charley's features relaxed broke Into
grin.

"Go you!" he said. "Can't stand the
pressure."

Mr. Hogg took the moistening pad from
the lid of the humidor.

"Miss Amory!" he called. "Wet it In
that sea water on the washstand. Soak
It! And bring me the plate of beef."

These instructions being compiled with
promptly, Mr. Hogg Inserted a small
piece of the beef under the tray, placed
the dripping pad back in the lid, locked
the box, and put the key in his pocket.

"They'll do all right now until Thurs--
day," he asserted. "Put the box in the
safe, and don't tell them what's In It.
I've got to trust somebody, and I've
chosen you, sir. I believe you're hon-
est."

"Thanks," said Charley.

"Blue fleas?" Mr. Link's tone was Judi-
cial. "I don't see why not. Because you
never heard of them before, Charley, Is
nothing against the argyment."

It was the day after Charley's visit to
Mr. Hogg, and the had
dropped around to learn the news.

Charley, who had been gravely con-
templating Mr. Link, looked away.

"You'd call It straight, then?" h
querie

"Well." contended Mr. Link, still pre-
serving his Judicial air, "I can't see
where It's crooked. They're not trying

sell you the fleas, and they're going to
pay you for keeping them. Tou saw
them In the box when you locked It?" In-

terrogated the pugilist.
"Merry Moses!" broke In Mr. Teeters

Impatiently. "What's eating- you, Joe?
Do you think he could pick them fleas
out with his Angers? He'd have to use

er to do the trick and we sitting
right there lamping him. Come again!"

Mr. Link grunted. For onee he was
without a rejoinder. Happily the tele- -

1

x

phone rang and saved his face. Mr.
Teeters answered the summons.

"Hey, Come-On- !" he reported, at the
same time muffling the Instrument. "That
guy Nuckels Is in the office."

"Tell him to wait. Coming down."
Charley instructed him. He Jumped up
and then, with an afterthought, address
ed the middle-weigh- t. "Want you to
go with me Thursday. Joe. See Hogg.
Interesting."

"ilut " began Mr. Link.
Charley cut him off.
"Want you. Won't take no. Nine

o'clock from here."
"Oh, all right," assented Mr. Link.

"Anything to oblige." 'He ross to his
feet. "I guess I'll be going."

"Wait a while." requested Mr. Carter.
"Got a reason." He grinned and added:
."Say, Joe put the gloves on with

Skeeters. Keep him out of mischief."
With this preposterous suggestion he

left thc two to a strained companionship.
Mr. Nuckels came forward as Charley

stepped from the elevator.
Mr. Nuckels shot a glance at him.
"IIae you got the fleas?"
"In the safe there," said Charley.
"Can I hae a look at them?"

ogg has key." Charley answered.
"Oh!" Mr. Nuckels showed disappoint-

ment. "Well, when does he close the
deal? When are you going to take them
back?"

I won't, myseff." Charley
told him placidly.

"What?" Mr. Nuckels now showed
alarm.

"Secretary. May send by him," said
Charley. "Or messenger boy."

Mr. Nuckels appeared to be genuinely
perturbed by this announcement.

"Say!" he cried. "That won't do at all.
You're responsible for those fleas."

"Sure," said Charley.
He looked at the big clock over thj

desk.
"Got anything more to say? In a

hurry."
f Mr. Nuckels cast about him with his
ces. as if seeking an apt reply.

"I'll say this!" lie blurted out. "I'll
give you hang it. I'll give you live thou
sand riollais if you'll tell me when Hoggj
wants those fleas back, and If you II take
them yourself. I want somebody present
I can trust.

Charley shook his head.
"Ten thousand!" urged Mr. Nuckels in

his extremity.
Charley frowned reflectively.
"Spot cash? Half down? Now?"
Mr. Nuckels recoiled from his indig

nantly.
"And you a millionaire!" he vociferated
"Not on your life! I'll pay you when we

get to Hogg s.
"Good-by.- " said Charley quietly, and

turned away. The interview was fin
ished at least so Mr. Nuckels believed.

"Wait!" he entreated.
Charley walked rapidly on. Mr. Nuck

els ran after him.
"I I'll pay," he stuttered, and there

was anguish In his voice. "But it it's
not regular! Come over here In this cor
ner."

Charley followed him stolidly. Mr.
Nuckels extracted from his trousers
pocket a tremendous roll of bills and
counted off from It five thousand dollars.
He handed this to Mr. Carter with pain
ed reluctance.

"I have your word of honor that you'll
bring the fleas yourself?" he catechized,
boring Into Charley with his glittering
black eyes.

"Sure thing." Charley said. "Meet me
Thursday. Half-pa- st nine. Hogg's hotel."

Just before the car turned into Thirty- -
second street on Thursday morning,
Charley vailed to the chauffeur to stop.

"Get out," he said to Mr. Link.
Mr. Link stepped out.
"Want ten minutes' start of you, con-

tinued Charley. "Time yourself. Room
Number Four. Upstairs. Don't knock.
Walk In. Go on, Billy."

Billy threw In the clutch and they
swept away, leaving Mr. Link staring
bewilderingly at his watch.

They were at the hotel curb by now.
Mr. Nuckels was waiting for them In the
entrance. His countenance cleared as
Charley came up the steps with the box

"Let's go up." Charley suggested to
Mr. Nuckels, and made for the stairs. At
the head of the stairs Mr. Nuckels
touched Charley on the arm.

"Hogg has a man with him." he said.
"It's Lawler Porkington's agent. I
saw him come in, and I know him. Hogg
won't row with me before Lawler, so
don't worry about that." -

"I won't." Charley earnestly assured
him. "And say! I'll take the other half
now. Five thousand,."

"When we get Inside," Mr. Nuckels
promised. "Come on."

Charley handed the box of fleas to Mr.
Teeters.

"Take them in." he bade him. "Get
a receipt. Walt for you In car."

He started back to the stairs. Mr.
Nuckels swore openly, though there was
a crafty light in his eyes.

"Oh, if you can't trust me. all right!"
he blustered. "Here!" He produced his
roll and shucked off a handful of notes
which reduced It to a pitiable condition
of exiguity. "I've made good, haven't
I?"

"Sure." said Charley. "Real sport. Glad
I met you."

He took the box from the gaping sec-
retary and led the way to Number Four.
Miss Amory opened to them. Mr. Nuck
els crowded rudely past her. Charley fol
lowed, but with a smile for the girl. Mr.
Teeters brought up the rear. He noted
thfet there was a stack of bank bills on
thc table, and that Charley sidled up to
them.

"Here's the fleas, Jonas." proclaimed
Mr. Nuckels as he entered. "I met Mr.
Carter below and came up with him.
Now don't excite yourself!"

"Miss Amory! The digitalis!" yapped
Mr. Hogg.

The nurse went through the maneuvers
familiar to Mr. Carter and his secre
tary, and Mr. Hogg recovered himself as
usual. He had dropped on the side of
the bed and was in the act of rising
when Mr. Link walked in unheralded.

"Hello.' Joe!" Charley hailed him.
Changed your mind? Want to see

fleasT"
He glanced ly around and

Introduced the prize tighter.
"Mr. Link, friends. In the glove line.

Made a fortune."
"Please to know you." Mr. Hogg said

to him. "Gentlemen, this ls Mr. Lawler.
Mr. Porkington's confidential agent."

Mr. Lawler acknowledged the presen-
tation with an abbreviated nod. His face
looked as If It had been pulled out In the
middle too far and pushed back at thc
ends too much.

"Well. Hogg. let's get to business."
spoke up Mr. Lawler. "Here's your
check. Let me see the fleas again."

He laid down an imposing bank check
and glanced at the box under Charley's
arm.

"What's that for?" asked Charley, In
pointing to the money stacked up on the
table.

He put the question with such an air
of bovine Innocence that Mr. Hogg was
constrained to smile.

That's for you." he answered "whent find the. fleas all safe. You're respon- -

"Sure." said Charley. "Here they are."!

He placed the humidor on the table anc
picked up th,e bank notes.

"Walt a minute!" cautioned Mr. Hogg
"Let me look- - at the fleas."

"Sure." repeated Charley. He put the
bills back on the table, but nearer tc
him than before.

Mr. Link, on whose countenance i
series, of rapid changes had been takln;
place." inserted himself unobtrusively be-
tween Mr. Hogg and Charley. Mr.
Nuckels and Mr. Lawler were on the op- -

I poslte side of the table. Miss Amory
ana jir. Teeters stood at the further end
from Mr. Hogg. The latter, who had
been fumbling In his vest pocket for the
key to the box. found It at last. H
poked It In the lock and drew up the lid
A sharp exclamation escaped him. Mr.
Nuckels and Mr. Lawler echoed the cry.

"These are red fleas!" cried Mr. Hogg.
He glowered at Mr. Carter menacingly.

Mr. Carter returned It with a cheerful
grin.

"Gee!" he said. "Funny. You locked
.box. Hasn't been opened. Swear It."

I Mr. Hogg's lips parted wolflshly. Hit
j excitement grew, but apparently thi
aiguaus was rorgotten.

"Bah!" he shouted. "You could get a
key. Anybody could."

"But I didn't." asseverated Charley.
"Told you that once."

He did not seem in the least affront-
ed bjt the doubt cast on his ver-
acity. On the contrary it seemed to
amuse him. Mr. Hogg, utterly re-
gardless now of his Impaired heart, flew
Into a passion.

"I gave you blue fleas blue!" he raged.
"And you return me these common red
fleas! You've robbed me, sir. and you'll
sit right down and write me a check for

hundred and ten thousand dollars.
What's more, you'll stay here till I get It
cashed !"

Mr. Nuckles emitted a growl. "You bet
he will!" he declared. "He's robbed me,
too!"

Mr. Link looked at Charley. His Irisheyes gleamed like polished agate. But he
made no sound. He wai waiting.

"Sure they're red?" queried CharkB-- .
"Let me have a close peek."

He reached over and picked up the box.
He set It down quite casually, it ap-
pearedon the stack of bills. And thena transformation scene took place. So
unexpected was It that no one stirred.

Charley flasAed from his overcoat
pocket a sprayer of the kind that flor-
ists use. With this he drenched the in-
terior of the box with a colorless liquid,
the force of the spray earning it easily
through the wire screen.

"There's your blue fleas." he grinned,
shoving the box at Hogg. "Want to make
'em red?"

He took another sprayer from another
pocket and held it up. laughing lightly.

"Lock the-- door!" screeched Mr. Pork-
ington's confidential agent.

Miss Amory sprang to obey, but Mr.
Teeters beat her to It and pulled the
door open. He was suddenly awake. The
girl clawed at him like a wildcat, and in
return he caught her arms, whirled her
about, and with a push sent her. most
ungallantly. sprawling into the halt Then
he locked the door and leaned aglnst it.
blowing hard. He saw Mr. Hogg lying
half on and half off the bed. Tho gen-
tleman was motionless dead to the gai-
eties and sorrows of this life. He had
made a grab for the money on the table
when Mr. Lawler screamed, and Mr. Link
had cruelly tapped him on his poor weak
heart. It put him soundly to sleep, and
Charley gathered In the money.

Only Mr. Nuckels and Mr. Lawler re-
mained to bo considered. Mr. Link's dis-
position of Mr. Hogg had given thempause, but they wore an ugly look.

"Whlch'H you take. Joe?" sang out
Charley Joyously.

The light of battle was-- In his ees.
"Both!" barked the, fighting man.
He stepped around the table toward

them.
"No. you don't!" retorted Charley.
He placed a hand on the table and

vaulted over It As he landed he rwunr
for Mr. Nuckel's ribs, but Mr. Nuckels
wasn't there. He had backed away. Mr.
Link, meanwhile was working on Mr.
Lawler. who showed a bfl of science andgot a left hook to the middle-weight- 's

ear. Mr. Link snorted In disgust, and
made a rush for Mr. Lawler to finish him.
Mr. Lawler. however, leaped aside, andas he did so whipped out a gun.

"Keep off or I'll let you have It!" he
snarled.

And then the confidential agent crump-
led up and went down In a heap. Mr.
Teeters had run forward, when the flght
began: and as Mr. Lawler spoke, thesecretary hurled the box of fleas smack
into his mouth.

"You will, will you?" he shrieked: and
Jumping on his fallen victim he wrenched
the pistol from his nerveless grasp.

"Good boy!" commented Mr. Link.
Then he turned to Charley, for he was

anxious to see how his pupil fared.
Mr. Nuckels was putting up a nasty

fight like a cornered rat. He lacked
science, but he was foaming mad. and
he lunged savagely at Charley.

Charley was laughing happily. He
danced about his ,man as If hc were at
a tango tea. and Jabbed him almost play-
fully. Then, suddenly seeing the opening
he sought, he stiffened up and sent his
right like a sledge hammer into the black- -
eyed gentleman's alto-relie- stomach.

mat was tnc last of Mr. Nuckels' im
mediate impressions of the combat. He
gave a grunt, half turned, then fell
heavily and rolled over on to his back.

"Guess wed better go." Charley
prompted. "Got to get to a bank."

They filed out. locking the door after
them. The field of battle was left to
the liberated fleas. Downstairs they met
the landlady. She had heard the rumpus
and was a quivering mountain of Jellied
flesh. Miss Amory was nowhere to be
seen.

Charley handed the agitated fat lady
the key to Number Four.

"Don't disturb them." he advised her
pleasantly. "Gentlemen taking a nap."

They' rolled away up-to- In the red
car.

"Charley. It's a new stunt they tried
to put across this time,"' said Mr. Link.
"I'll own up they got me going. What
put you next?"

"Nuckels' call. Made me think. Then
this." was Charley's answer.

He pulled a rag from his pocket. It
was about the size of a pocket handker-
chief. The body of It was covered with
fine blue spots: In fact, as if It had
been sprayed on. At one end, though, the
spots were read.

"Saw It in Hogg's waste-bask- et Mon-
day." he explained. "Copped It out. Made
me think some' more. Showed rag to a
chemist. Told him what was up. Wised
him right oft."

Charley paused and grinned at Mr.
Link.

"Well?" persisted the pugilist.
"Fleas were sprayed with litmus." pro-

ceeded Charley. "Turned them blue. Add
turns the blue to red. Alkali turns the
red to blue. Guessed the came then. Pad

humidor soaked In acid. Box tight.
Moisture. Great scheme!"

Mr. Link regarded Charley with un-
disguised delight. "By St. Patrick!" h
chuckled. "You've picked up another pall
of grease J,o make the. wheels go round!
And It's luck ye'll be after calling It. I'm
thlnklng-wha- t? Just plain luck notnlna
more, huh?"

"Sure." said Charley.
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